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ROBERT DODSLEY,

Palo Famine rcar'd the head ; her eager eyes,
Where hunger CV'B to madness scorn* d to rise,,
Speaking aloud her throes and pangs of heart,
Strain'd to get loose, and from their orbs to start;
Her hollow cheeks were each a deep-sunk cell,
Where wretchedness and horror loved to dwell;
With double rows of useless teeth supplied,
Her mouth, from ear to ear, extended wide,
Which, when for want of food her entrails pined,
She oped, and, cursing, swallow'd nought but wind;
All shrivel'd was her skin, and here and there
Making their way by force, her bones lay bare:
Such filthy sight to hide from human view,
O'er her foul limbs a tattor'd plaid she threw.

Cease, cried the goddess, cease, despairing swains,
And from a parent hear what Jove ordains !

Pent in this barren cornor of the isle,
Where partial fortune never doigii'd to smile ;
Like Nature's bastards, reaping for our share
What wan rejected by the lawful licir ;
Unknown amongst the nations of the earth,
Or only known to raise contempt and mirth ;
Long free, because the race of Roman braves
Thought it not worth their while to make us slaves,
Then into bondage by that nation brought,
Whose ruin we for ages vainly sought;
Whom a till with unslack'dhate we view, and still,
The pow'r of mischief lost, retain the will;
Considered as the refuse of mankind,
A mass till the last moment loft behind,
Which frugal nature doubted, as it lay,
Whether to stamp with Hfe, or throw away ;
Which, form'd in haste, was planted in this nook,
But never enter'd in creation's book ;
Branded as traitors, who for love of gold
Would sell their God, as once their king they sold;
Long have we borne tins mighty weight of ill,
Those vile injurious taunts, and bear them still.
But times of happier note are now at hand,
And the full promise of a better land :

There, like the sons of Israel, having trod,
For the fix'd term of years ordain'd by God,
A barren desert, we shall seize rich plains,
Where milk with honey flows, and plenty reigns.
With some few natives join'd, some pliant few,
Who worship interest, and our track pursue,
There shall we, though the wretched people grieve,
Ravage at large, nor ask the owner's leave.

For us, the earth shall bring forth her increase;
For us, the flocks shall wear a golden fleece ;
Fat beeves shall yield us dainties not our own,
And the grape bleed a nectar yet unknown ;
For our advantage shall their harvests grow,
And Scotsmen reap what they disdam'd to sow;
For us, the sun shall climb the eastern hill;
For us, the rain shall fall, the dew distil;
When to our wishes nature cannot rise,
Art shall be task'd to grant us fresh supplies.
His brawny arm shall drudging labour strain,
And for our pleasure suffer daily pain;
Trade shall for us exert her utmost pow'rs,
Hers all the toil, and all the profit ours ;
For us, the oak shall from his native steep
Descend, and fearless travel through the deep ;
The sail of commerce, for our use unfurl'd,
Shall waft the treasures of each distant world ;
For us, sublimer heights shall science reach,
For us their statesmen plot, their churchmen preach;
Their noblest limbs of counsel we'll disjoint,
And, mocking, new ones of our own appoint;
Devouring War, imprisoned in the north,
Shall, at our call, in horrid pomp break forth,
And when, his chariot wheels with thunder hung,
Fell Discord braying with her brazen tongue,
Death in the van, with Anger, Hate, and Fear,
And Desolation stalking in the rear,
Revenge, by Justice guided, in his train,
He drives impetuous o'er the trembling plain,
Shall, at our bidding, quit his lawful prey,
And to meek, gentle, gen'rous Peace give way.
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IT in creditable to tlio memory of Pope to have
boon the oneourager of this ingenious man, who
rose from the situation of a footman to be a very
eminent bookseller. His plan of republishiug

" Old English Plays " is said to have been sug-
gested to him by the literary amateur Coxeter;
but the execution of it leaves us still indebted to
Dodsley's enterprise.

SONG.

MAN'S & poor dolud-od bubble,
WawdMng in a mist of lies,

Seeing false, or seeing double ;
Who would trust to such weak eyes 1

Yet presuming on his senses,
On he goes, most wondrous wise :

Doubts of truth, believes pretences;
Lost in error, lives and dies.